to-night5 there is a wonderful part which he tells some-
times when he's in very good spirits—it's a pity you had
to miss it." It was also-taken for granted by everybody,
it seemed to me, that Katsimbalis not only had a right
to improvise as he went along but that he was expected
to do so. He was regarded as a virtuoso, a virtuoso who
played only his own compositions and had therefore the
right to alter them as he pleased.
There was another interesting aspect of his remarkable
gift, one which again bears analogy to the musician's tal-
ent. During the time I knew him Katsimbalis' life was
relatively quiet and unadventurous. But the most trivial
incident, if it happened to Ka£simbalisj had a way of
blossoming into a great event. It might be nothing more
than that he had picked a flower by the roadside on his
way home. But when he had done with the story that
flower, humble though it might be, would become the
most wonderful flower that ever a man had picked. That
flower would remain in the memory of the listener as the
flower which Katsimbalis had picked j it would become
unique, not because there was anything in the least ex-
traordinary about it, but because Katsimbalis had immor-
talized it by noticing it, because he had put into that flower
all that he thought and felt about flowers, which is like
saying—a universe.
I choose this image at random but how appropriate and
'-accurate it is! When I think of Katsimbalis bending over
to pick a flower from-the bare soil of Attica the whole
Greek,world, past, present and future, rises before me. I
see again the soft, low mounds in which the illustrious
dead were hidden away5 I see the violet light w. which.
the stiff scrub, the worn rocks, the huge boulders of the
dry river beds gleam like mica j I see the miniature islands
, floating above the surface of the sea, ringed with dazzling
white bands j I see the eagles swooping out from the disszy

